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her fingertips a few crumbs which were adhering to its beautiful
pattern of inlaid mother-of-pearl.
"It becomes a transaction ... a transaction . . ." He broke
off with a shrug.
"What kind of a transaction?" she enquired in a calm, con-
trolled voice.
"I only meant," he said, "that just as what I call the Mass is
an act that belongs to more than one plane of existence, so any
great love between two people may have an importance beyond
the world we know/'
Miss Crow's hands began nervously fidgetting among the ob-
jects on the tray. Her portly figure had erected itself very straight
as she sat in her chair, but it seemed as if her fingers found it
difficult to be as reserved and as dignified as their mistress.
"I cannot imagine what Sam is feeling or thinking these days,"
Mat Dekker went on. "His mind is working it all out in its own
way, I think, but I am quite in the dark how he's working it
out."
Miss Elizabeth looked her friend straight in his troubled eyes.
"You've changed yourself, Mat," she said, "over all this. You
seem prepared to let them go off. Surely it would mean disaster
to you if they did?"
He rubbed his great, ruddy face with both his bony hands, as
if to rub off the sticky remnants of a discarded mask.
"I thought it was just a wanton child's caprice, her taking
up with him," he said, letting his hands drop down heavily on
the table. "But I soon found, when I talked to her, that it was
much more than that."
Elizabeth shot a quick, sharp glance at him. "You've not
gone and fallen in love with that woman yourself, Mat, have
you?"
He rose from his chair noisily, making the contents of the tray
rattle. "Shut up, do, Bett!" he groaned. "I'm worried by all this.
It's too serious to jest about. But I must be off now. You know
what our Penny is!"
He went over to get his hat and stick from her little parlour
sofa. She opened the door for him and held out her hand. "I